Preface VII: Conclusion 


Conclusion 


Some days, | would sit and wonder why. I’d exclaim that | was a nobody and never asked for any 
of this, but | thought about it and | guess I did. All those sleepless nights of pondering how I'd 
ever be able to expose the crimes against humanity being committed by those in power, 
wondering if I’d ever be able to meet someone who had the same goals that I did in exposing 
these crimes, wishing some sort of teacher or guide would be able to help me, must have had 
something to do with it. In hindsight (it is 2020 after ail), | now realize that that is the definition 
of manifesting true intention. When I'd be feeling really down I’d almost wish that I could fade 
back into obscurity, but when considering the alternative, I’d snap right out of it and quickly be 
reminded that | had a mission to accomplish and to stop feeling sorry for myself. 


Generally speaking, I’ve prided myself in being able to figure things out relatively quickly. While 
going through my journey it seems almost every month I'd exclaim to myself that t had finally 
figured it all out. Then the next month ld read another insightful thought from a great 
thinker\ascended master or encounter yet another instance in life that would teach me a 
another lesson. I’d chuckle to myself for thinking | had it all figured out realizing | was still miles 
away. I’ve been working on this for a few weeks now, but aiming to wrap it up today. Today is 
the Winter Solstice and also the night of the Great Conjunction where the orbits of Saturn and 
Jupiter align for a cosmic kiss within a degree of Aquarius. Some say that the Age of the Aquarius 
is the dawning of another age of enlightenment, peace and prosperity. Others also say that the 
Great Conjunction may be likened to the Star of Bethlehem. Even MNF just announced that 
Saturn and Jupiter had officially aligned and that it hadn’t happened since 1226) i’ve often 
wondered about the “second coming” of Christ or the return of the Elohim, but now realize that 
what all of that really meant is a return of a collective awakening of collective Christ\God- 
consciousness. Not the return of one figure as a savior, but a collective return of the Divine spirit 
lying dormant within all of us, although there is no doubt that we are being helped externally as 
well. That is the biggest dichotomy that I’ve come to learn and realize. That any change that we 
hope to invoke is all up to us as individuals, yet at the same time to realize that we truly are 
never alone and always being watched and guided, whether it be by the God-head, guardian 
angels, Great Spirit, muses, a deceased love one, cosmic entities, our Mother Gaia, Avatars, 
thoughtforms or simply our Higher Selves. Or maybe it’s simply a matter of tapping into Jung’s 
Collective Unconscious, the mystic Akasha, the Holy Spirit, Aristotle’s Energia, Tesla’s Aether, 
Sheldrake’s morphic resonance, science’s genetic memory or quantum entanglement. Along the 
same lines, I’ve thought a lot about the Anti-Christ and have realized that has manifested ona 
collective level as well. Whatever it is, they returned a long time ago. We’re in the midst of a 
spiritual battle and most of the general public is none the wiser. 


Most of us have been misguided by institutionalized religions and socially engineered by 
purposely misinterpreted dogmas to keep the link between us and the Source severed by our 
rulers, but the more | look the more | sense that the Light is winning and may have even already 
won. Everyday I notice more and more people “waking up,” and seeing beyond the veil. it seems 


we are entering a new turn of the wheel of life, a new revolution if you will. | was not planning 
on writing so much about myself, but | must admit it has been very therapeutic. | could probably 
write a short novel going into more details about my experiences and writing about other ones I 
forgot about or didn’t feel was compelling enough to write at the time, however, my only goat 
and focus right now is to share some of the information and knowledge that | have gained 
throughout the last decade. I’ve learned a lot of things and for those with open minds, I feel 
confident that the things | share will help not only improve one’s “quality of life” but help find 
purposeful meaning in one’s existence, mostly by simply shedding misconceived notions 
intentionally conceived by those in power. My hope is that the things I share resonate within you 
and in turn resonate throughout not only the world, but back out inta the entire Universe to 
invoke enough change to help humanity evalve into another golden age of altruistic love and 
enlightenment, back to our true Divine origins. Whatever happened to me is happening to 
countless others as we speak, and it can happen to you too! I will be posting articles on 
particular subject matters soon. In the mean time, please share this site. | need a little help from 
everyone: to get these view counts up as that seems to be the only way to convince the skeptics. 
Please also leave me a comment if anyone can attest to anything that I wrote about. Aside from 
the digital views, if anyone knows anything about my anecdotes and you see me out, please say 
hello! 


Peace, Light, and Love to you all! 


‘Finish writing the first draft 

2 After reading about the Roman Bread and Circus, 1 stopped wasting time and emotion on sports, especially 
knowing that it’s ALL rigged, but I will watch from tìme to time 

3Hero's Journey Step #14: Rescue from Without 
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Preface VI: Step 9 - Atonement with 
the Father 


Step #9 = Atonement with the Father 


After all of the events that had transpired, t tried to explain what was happening to my family 
and friends. Needless to say, no one could possibly understand, let alone believe, what 1 was 
trying to tell them. Now I think | need to circle back to when I had realized my parents were nat 
my birth parents. When all of the magical things started happening, because I had read the 
Chronicles of Narnia and Harry Potter many times, | started likening myself to the protagonists of 
those stories as they were so relatable. Even though I had spent months pouring through various 
philosophies, religions, myths, legends, psychologies, science and history, something was always 
missing that | realized could only be found from the books: | had read growing up. The more | 
was able to reflect and relate myself to those stories along with The Wheel of Time and Game of 


Thrones, | couldn’t help but think that maybe all them were written for me as some sort of 
blueprint: The fact that they were all adopted or lived with their uncles held me back from 
actually thinking that but | also later realized that these stories were all monomyths following 
Joseph Campbell’s Journey of the Hero that actually is a blueprint for all of us as individuals 
embarked on our own life adventures: (much to my delight, I later realized the books I had 
purchased from the woman on Craig’s List were written by Campbell). 


Right about this time | felt like the music I was listening to was trying to tell me that | was 
adopted. | was very hesitant to believe because all of the main characters in the aforementioned 
novels were essentially adopted as well and | was trying my hardest to maintain a sense of 
hubris, extremely careful not to start teetering on some sort of messianic complex. One day, | 
thought to myself “Alright, if you're serious, then let’s see,” and then I hit next on my playlist 
while it was on random. That’s when I knew there was no doubt. “What ya'll thought ya'll wasn’t 
gon’ see me? I’m the Osirius of this shit.” Of course that’s the intro to Triumph by Wu-Tang by 
none other than Old Dirty Bastard. This was significant in many ways. First, I was already 
convinced that my cousin who had passed was giving me signs and guidance*. Secondly, because 
there was sexual abuse in my family and\or extended family when my sister and | were children, 
| originally thought | may have been born a child of two family members, hence the Old Dirty 
Bastard. Third, this was very early on when | was still immersed in philosophy, before studying 
any other subjects, so hearing the lyrics to the first verse “I bomb atomically, Socrates 
philosophies and hypotheses” was also quite mind blowing. It may not seem very convincing 
based on how | had to write out my thought process linearly, but in real time, all these thoughts 
hit me instantaneously while simultaneously calculating the probabilities of such an occurrence 
happening based on the circumstances of the time. The final season of Game of Thrones was 
just about to start and I couldn’t help think about the Lannisters and Joffrey:, as | was still 
immersed in comparing myself to literary characters, although | later realized that the character 
arch of Jon Snow was much more relatable. 


I called my sister the next day and told her that | was “uncle’s” kid. | have a black sheep uncle on 
my mother’s side who recently took his own life: and I thought that he may have raped my 
mother and I was their kid. Weird, yes | know, but again | was just starting to get some clarity on 
the sexual abuse that occurred in my family and getting the signals messed up. Perhaps Jung’s 
idea of the Trickster had something to do with that as well. Anyway, my sister kept trying to 
convince me otherwise, but | was adamant and we later hung up. About 10-15 minutes later, my 
father calls me and without any intro says “It was uncle and your aunt (mom’s sister). Your aunt 
was nat very strong willed when she was younger.” This was very early on when 1 was still just 
observing and feeling things out so t simply said OK. Later on, during our second conversation, 
my father said something that made me realize that | was the son of the uncle on my father’s 
side. Boy, what a relief compared to what | had thought before! Sadly, when he noticed my 
surprise and realized that | was thinking of the wrong uncle, he quickly took it back and said 
never mind. He said | wasn’t adopted, told me to get a DNA test if I was so sure and told my 
sister that | was crazy for thinking these things. 


When | brought up the conversation we had and pointed out that he himself had clarified that it 
was his brother that was my father along with the conversation about my aunt, he laughed, said 
he had no idea what I was talking about and denied such a conversation ever took place. When 
you call someone out on something and they laugh it can mean two things. If the laugh is 
genuine, then they may truly be amused that what you thought was prosperous, but if their 
laugh is uneasy, unnatural and seems forced, then it’s obvious that they’re trying to downplay 
the accusation. Combined with reading body language and assessing diction, that’s essentially 
the basis of ESP. Not so much an “extra” sense used for perception, but the natural, innate sense 


of instinct and intuition that we all have. The Hermetic principle of the Feminine Divine, which 
has been lost in today’s world of cold, hard logic’. The crazy thing is that my uncle must've gotten 
wind that I knew and called me to have lunch with him twice in one week. He’s never once 
shown any interest in me when we were growing up, like he did to my sister and other cousins, 
but now it made so much sense. During our lunches, he’d subtly say things to me that confirmed 
things that left absolutely no doubt in my mind. { used that to try and pry it out of my father 
again, but he continued to deny everything. Sad thing is, he blames my uncle for “ruining the 
family,” my telling me these things, when it was actually my father himself who originally told me 
about my uncle, unintentionally or not. So that’s the kind of person that my father is. The type to 
not take responsibility for their words or actions and to deflect and blame others for their faults. 


1 believe this was Step #9 in Campbell’s Journey of the Hero = Atonement with the Father. 
Because of this, | was able to shed all the negative influences that my father had on me and 
really be able to have meaningful introspection. | was also finally able to understand why he 
treated me the way he did. Why I was so confused seeing how other kids interacted with their 
fathers growing up. Don’t get me wrong, at the end of the day, he tried to be a good father, but 
because he was unable to deal with his issues with his brother, he fell short, but blames anything 
relating to parenting on my mother. When I was having issues with work, f called my sister and 
told her the whole story about my problems in the office, my pornography, drug addictions and 
everything else. As the days went by, I soon realized that she kept asking me questions or saying 
things that only someone at work and familiar with my situation would know. It was obvious she 
had spoken to HR, but when | casually mentioned that ta her, she denied it very vehemently. It 
really didn’t matter to me one way or another, but it seemed strange she would be so insistent 
about something so trivial. The last two times we spoke she asked me herself, without me 
bringing it up, if | still thought that she spoke to someone at work‘, | could understand that she 
may be afraid that | may not trust her if | did find out that she spoke to someone at my work, but 
she kept insisting and even went so far as to say that | was crazy for thinking that she did. After 
our last conversation, | couldn’t help but text her that | thought what was she was doing was 
really twisted and that I’d pray for her, and she responded back by saying that she hoped | got 
the help that | needed. | had shared some things about rH- blood types having a natural 
tendency towards having more refined psychic abilities innately and because | was golden child’d 
a bit (not spoiled, but complimented often), 1 knew my sister was just feeling resentful and didn’t 
want ta admit | could easily notice things or have any sort of psychic ability because she herself 
wasn’t rH- and the last thing she could endure was hearing that | was “special,” in some way that 
she wasn’t. Add to the fact that she called my father crying during this time asking him if he 
cared about her as much as me since | was receiving so much attention from my family, it’s easy 
to see that she was feeling overshadowed and resentful. 


As | mentioned before, we all have innate psychic abilities. The sad thing is that because she was 
unable to deal with her resentment, she stunted her own growth. “Coincidentally”, my father is 
also very resentful of his younger brother. That uncle, my birth father, was a trouble maker when 
he was younger. He was a bit of a gangster, but really the type to stick up for the weaker kids and 
beat up the bigger ones as my grandmother says, and the one who was good with women and 
got a lot of girls, almost too many to a fault, but that’s neither here or there. He was also the 
more successful business man. As a result, my uncle was also galden child’d and | can see how 
my father’s resentment would have compounded over the years. My father has his own set of 
great qualities, but like my sister, the resentment he held for his brother was so blinding, he 
couldn't even begin to acknowledge his own positive traits. My uncle was diagnosed with cancer 
a few years ago and was able to beat it, but when I asked my father about it he said “Who knows 
with your uncle.” He can’t even be happy for his younger brother beating cancer. | love my family 
very much but I had to extract myself away from such toxic influences at least until } could figure 


out what | had to do next. 


We've all been through traumatic experiences in one way or another. They say that holding onto 
one’s traumas and not dealing with it is like holding up a cup of water. At first it’s fine and one 
can go about their daily life as normal, but as time passes that cup of water, as small and light as 
it seemed in the beginning, will start feeling heavier and heavier until one is no longer able to 
uplift. They also say that that if ane is unable to completely heal their wounds, those wounds 
would eventually reopen and bleed all over their children. Please don’t get me wrong, I love my 
family. They have genuinely big hearts and are good, ethical people. We have many nuns and 
priests in our family and my grandparents would invite, bathe and feed the homeless around 
their home in Korea for many years. Unfortunately, because my nuclear family was unable to 
resolve their issues and held onto their resentments so firmly, there is no room in their hearts 
for any light to shine through to illuminate the darkness”. It was frustrating because | could see 
the motivations for their actions, to protect their own sense of ego, yet they’d lie not only to me, 
but to themselves under a false pretense of “helping me” when it was all for very selfish reasons. 


| wrote all of that for a few reasons‘, not to victimize myself or make excuses, but in hopes that 
others can understand that even though it seemed like a lot of cool stuff was happening to me, | 
had many different things to deal with personally, hence the reason why it took me so long plug 
back out of the Matrix. | soon caught myself spiraling back down a destructive path of 
desperation and reclusiveness, staying home all day again, smoking weed and playing video 
games to numb myseif after being able to truly see the intentions and reasoning for their twisted 
actions, yet knowing it was impossible for them to own up to any of it. To be honest, that was 
not the sole reason though. | was equally afraid of failure in regards to writing and wondering 
where the next step would lead me and fell back to my addictions as an excuse to continue 
putting things off:.Needless to say, continuing to smoke marijuana only made things worse, 
causing the psychobabble to start bubbling back up. 


iAllegories, Allegorical shows and movies too, especially anime 

2Similar wrajectory that [ went through with music 

SQueue Natasha Beddingfield’s “Unwritten.” 

4The lyrics to Triumph was one of the first songs we had memorized together as kids 

SAs much as I compared myself to the protagonists, I would also be careful to think about the antagonists as well. 
Along he lines, comparing myself to characters like Neville Longbottom and the Kid from the Matrix was also 
critica 

6The Existential Absurd ; 

7Balse teachings such as the idea that God is “the father,” and the importance of the “son,” purported by the 
patriarchy for centuries continue to keep us severed from the true concept of divinity 

8“The lady doth protest too much, methinks” — Macbeth 

9Still stuck in the limited Freudian mindset where all blame is placed on one’s parents, etc. 

QA fter watching season 1 of Umbrella Academy, I knew I was going to do what Vanya did 

nit ij alcohol and a few hours watching pom, but nothing as nearly drastic as before. Needless to say, the 

' afin’ help 
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Preface V: The Look and the Other 


The Look and the Other 


-The Police 


When I was seeing my therapist and first started realizing that something was going on, there 
would be two policemen on motorcycles at the corner of where my therapist’s office was. Before 
| even arrived at the intersection they were already looking in my direction very intently. 1 
instantly knew something was up. Then a few weeks later as I was leaving my house there 
happened to be a patrol car parked right in front of my garage on the other side of the street. As 
| was leaving, the policeman looked up, so | gave him a friendly wave. He gave me a surprised 
look for a split second and then nodded in my direction very politely. Almost too politely to the 
point where | made sure to mentally shelve that exchange. After that I’d see police everywhere. 
Often they would be driving by an intersection already looking in my direction as if they knew I'd 
scrutinizing me, but eventually they were very courteous and | could tell they were just trying to 
glance at me out of the corner of their eyes. One instance that was contrary of my previous 
experiences with law enforcement was when I was getting food at a BBQ place on Crenshaw. | 
had gone to the pawn shop next door just to look around while waiting for my order when I 
realized there were two policeman talking to the owner. I paid them no mind and grabbed some 
DVDs to purchase when they turned and spotted me. Suddenly, one of them said “Wow, would 
you look at that,” and points in my general direction in a relatively quick motion. Next to me was 
a TV showing the news that was announcing something mundane about the weather. | could tell 
it was a poker move to try and intimidate me a little bit. | am happy to say that nothing like that 
has happened since’. 


-Aerial units 


Along the same lines, the helicopters would always be flying overhead. I thought the birds 
showing interest was so cool, but having the ghetto birds also showing interest was a bit 
alarming at first. | would smoke cigarettes on the rooftap of my building while admiring the birds 
and stars, and many times they would fly over my head, circle back and do it again. Sometimes 
maybe 5 — 10+ times in a row. This would aiso happen anytime | went out for a walk around the 
black. Soon, apart from the LAPD units, | noticed other gray R44s also circling my house every 
now and then. After doing a quick search online, it seemed these were units for tourism 
companies. One day after one of them circled 2-3 times, | took out a pair of binoculars to scope 
them out and they stopped circling instantly. Funny thing is that the binoculars were a cheap 
pair that didn’t work, but I just pretended they did to see how the helicopter would react:. 
Another time during the early stages, I took a vacation down to Dana Point and there would be 
military units flying right above my head. In all fairness, | later realized that | was staying right 
next to a military base so they were probably just doing their due diligence. One of the most 
memorable times was when I was taking a stroll around the block and again, 2 really cool looking 
military helicopters, a model | had never seen before, flew right over me relatively low in the 
atmosphere. This instance was particularly memorable because i remember other neighbors 
around me also looking up and noticing them. 


-The Firemen 


i'd see a lot of firetrucks during this time as well. They tao would be glancing at me as | drove by 
and like the police, would already be stationed along a street or intersection that | was passing 
through. One time ! saw a firetruck already pulled over on a street | was driving on en route to 
my destination. Because | had seen them and the police so often, | instinctively knew they were 
waiting for me. As | drove by, | threw up a peace sign and gave a big “cheese,” before really 
seeing them and as I suspected, one of them was holding a camera taking a picture right on 
queue. 


-The People Online 


While | was dealing with issues at work, it became evident that my coworkers nat anly knew 
about my bad pornography addiction, but would actually say things that only someone who was 
somehow seeing what I was doing online would know. After the Winter Solstice, when 1 started 
actually driving around running errands and such, i noticed that sometimes cars directly behind 
me in traffic were taking pictures of me. They didn’t notice me, noticing them at first, but | soon 
started staring daggers back. In the beginning, | noticed that these were a certain type of people. 
Mostly older males that would just have this certain type of smirk on their faces. Because of this 
and a few other things, | realized that basically anyone (broadcasters and other viewers) was 
able to remote into my PC, see my identity and see any activity that | did on my computer. If | 
used my laptop, people would also be able to access my camera and audio, along with the mic 
on my PC. This turned out to be a blessing in disguise however, because it seems many were able 
to follow all of the research | was doing after realizing | had suddenly stopped watching 
pornography. One day, in December of 2019, I went to my local bar when a person sat next to 
me. He asked me “are you the smartest person in the room?” | told him maybe, jokingly, but 
sensed that he was hitting on me and blatantly told him that | wasn’t gay. He looked down and 
mumbled something about not being gay either, but | quickly followed up and told him that I 
have a lot of respect for gay people and that religions like Catholicism only teach that there’s 
something wrong about being gay to keep us all divided. He gave me a big smile and went on to 
ask me if | knew about the Mystery of Iniquity. I was a little intrigued, but put on my poker face 
and told him no and he proceed to ask me if we should put our phones on airplane mode and go 
outside to talk about it. Now the whole airplane thing was him being a bit silly in my opinion, 
especially considering the subject matter, but | have to admit that he came to me yet at another 
time when I was struggling, to give me the reassurance that I needed. Speaking of bars, back 
when Reddit was truly organic, | was reading a post about how one could be more sociable and 
it mentioned how talking with taxi cab drivers or bartenders wauld be a good idea because these 
were the types of people who saw and spoke to all sorts of different people. One time, still very 
early during all of this, | went to an Irish bar in DTLA and the couple next ta me tried to roofy me, 
but the bartender literally saved my life. She glanced my way a few times during the night before 
and gave me a few different signs that led me to believe that she knew about me. I am certain 
she was looking out for me:. 


-The Craigs List Lady 


After realizing that the Catholic doctrine was nothing but psychological programming, | wanted 
to branch off of Christianity: to go back further and started searching on Craig’s List for books on 
myths and legends from the earlier eras in human history. | found someone willing to sell what 
looked liked a promising set of books. | had a bad habit of flaking and ended up canceling on her 
2-3 times and was surprised to have her agree to meet me on the 4" attempt. She originally 
eyed me suspiciously, asking if | was planning on reselling them, but | quickly told her no and 
that | was hoping to go back and study myths from the Mesopotamian era. She looked slightly 
abashed and told me that she was very close to ignoring me after the first few times | had flaked, 
but that her young daughter had pleaded with her “Mom, please give him another chance. 
Pleaaase.” She added that her daughter was young, leading me to deduce that she must’ve said 
that for a specific reason. This was in the very, very early stages where I was still being careful to 
keep my mouth shut and just observe. That may have been the very first time I finally got some 
kind of confirmation that what | was suspecting was really true. 


-The Neighborhood Kids 


In Q4 of 2018, I had moved into a nicer apartment that faced the street and had a lot of 


windows. Previously | had lived in the middle of a block facing another apartment complex, so } 
never thought about people being able to hear or see me. After all that had transpired, mentally, 
I was in another world and would just dance, sing and freestyle at the top of my lungs for hours:, 
but | soon realized that people outside could hear and see me. Eventually | noticed that there 
would be a row (maybe 5-10) of electric scooters parked outside my apt complex almost every 
night for a while. There was also a time when I would be walking around and somebody would 
yell “Christopher!” and l’d see a younger dude in the distance quickly turn his head with a smile. 
Another time, someone else yelled “Spoikle{*” with the same result. Apart from that, the looks | 
get from some of the younger generation made it seem like they knew something was up and 
were intrigued. 


-The Neighbors 


When | first noticed the birds and the helicopters, | wanted to share with everyone I knew, but 
because of folks like Charlie Sheen’, | knew there was no way anybody would ever be able to 
believe me. Thus, when !’d see a murder of crows or a flock of pigeons interacting with me, I’d 
tilt my head and look very dramatically to try and sign to other people, “look!” Slowly but surely, 
I think my neighbors started to notice as they would just act very politely towards me. In the 
beginning, it literally felt like everyone was looking at me and I had a bad habit of scowling back 
at people not realizing that most people didn’t actually know me and were casually just looking 
on. I think people eventually noticed and stopped staring so intently. Another thing is that when 
| went on walks listening to music, | noticed that suddenly many other people would also be 
wearing headphones and looking at me out of the corner of my eyes. Again, this may seem like a 
coincidence, but | am a very skeptical person so every single day, I be taking statistical samples 
and reassessing all the data points | had gathered before coming to any theoretical conclusions. 
Also, when driving near my apartment, I’d often see people spot me and then quickly put their 
headphones on. | believe there is something to that, although I cannot say for certain. One 
memory that sticks out to me the most is when I was leaving my house (with headphones on as 
usual) to take a walk and have a cigarette when Í noticed a Hispanic man wearing a cowboy hat 
leaning on a nice Cadillac with headphones on, looking my way. I remember him distinctly 
because he looked out of a place. He was wearing cowboy type attire, but with more of a 
ranchero or an OG Native American flair. As | was returning back to my house before entering 
the building, | decided to finish my cigarette and casually face the gentleman. This was during 
the time when | was sure that the music was not only giving me messages, but also sure that 
others could hear what | was listening to. The song changed and | remember it being 
meaningful. Before heading in, | gave him a slight shrug as if to sign “yeah, this is how I feel. I’m 
sorry,” and he gave me a nice, subtle nod back. After brushing up on the concept of Indigo 
children, Crystalline children and Starkids, | believe that because I thought {creo; created) others 
could hear what | was listening to through physical\hacking type methods, it may have been 
possible that | was able to unconsciously manipulate EMF waves causing others to truly hear 
what I was listening to. Lastly, when I visited the liquor store, sometimes I would notice that 4-5 
people would walk in right behind me and stand in line. Sometimes í would turn around and a 
couple peopte would walk right out after averting my gaze. Later | realized that the lights would 
sometimes flicker when | was there. 


-El Taurino 


Because of my research into conspiracy theories and knowing that the CIA, NSA and other 
alphabet agencies monitor people (not to mention all the attention | was receiving from LE}, | 
was a little suspicious of everyone at first. Not paranoid, but just cautious and alert. One day 
when I went to El Taurino, two utility workers exited their cars and stood in line right in front of 


me. | noticed they had blue tooth ear pieces plugged in. Thinking they might be undercover at 
the time, | started saying to myself in my head “Ohhh, can you guys hear me? You think you're 
special huh?” | noticed that they tilted their ears to one side so very slightly, so | went on to 
make my internal voice a very high pitched one and thought to myself “Ohhh, what if I talk to 
myself like thiiis?” in the most shrillest way possible. One dude started smirking and looking out 
the window while looking at me out of the corner of his eye, but his buddy had a very serious 
yet bewildered look on his face while also casually trying to look at me through his peripheral 
vision. Now of all the things I’ve written | have to say that this is probably the event least likely to 
be meaningful, but at the same time, | couldn't help but feel it was necessary to include this 
anecdote after learning about the ability of influencing electro-magnetic frequencies. 


-The Koreans 


Although | live on the outskirts of Koreatown, my neighborhood is comprised of mostly people 
of Hispanic descent. Interestingly, while all of this started occurring, | suddenly noticed lot of 
Korean people around my block. A statistical anomaly to a tee. | would walk to the liquor store 
often for cigarettes or to get food from the same plaza, but out of nowhere, there’d be a good 
population of Korean people at the Subway or Yoshinoya. Now they don’t come out here 
anymore, but it was quite bewildering to see at first. One of the most memorable stories was at 
a Korean supermarket. Again, I'd get very intriguing looks from the Korean folks {Asians aren’t 
very good at hiding their stares}, but one time a younger Korean person bowed to me. | was so 
taken aback and still in a bit of a denial stage, so | told myself that he was probably greeting 
someone else, but there is no mistaking it. Other than that, I’d hear the ladies giving out samples 
saying things like “ohhh, he doesn’t even do his hair when he comes out,” after looking at me, in 
their nice Korean mom way of talking. Another time | went to Kim’s Electric to look at 
Tupperware when I heard the lady at the counter and her friend saying something like “yes he 
does cook. He even makes cookies,” or something along those lines. Then as I’m checking out, 
the other lady at the front door would come over and nonchalantly look at what I’m buying, etc. 


-Vons 


When | finally started being comfortable enough to be able to go to the supermarket to cook for 
myself, | started going to Vons. Sure enough, I’d start noticing others giving me curious looks 
there too. Early on, | had a bad habit of talking to myself out loud, especially when | was high 
and it seems people started to notice. Many times, Someone would casually walk behind me or 
next to me in an aisle pretending to be looking at ingredients, when I could tell they were trying 
to listen to see if | was talking to myself again. As | went back and forth to the market, I noticed a 
lot of shore birds and pigeans would congregate and fly around that intersection. Sadly, they 
eventually put spikes on the rooftops so that the birds coutdn’t perch there anymore. One time, 
after checking out the cashier asked me “Did you see that?” I told her no and as she sensed my 
confusion told me “Oh, my register was going crazy and | was wondering if you saw that.” This 
was the first day | had gone to the market wearing my sweater and I couldn’t help but thinking 
that the timing was quite coincidental. Later | looked at my receipt and it said her hame was also 
Chris. 


-Lake Arrowhead 


In the beginning, when driving somewhere in a town that | wasn’t used to visiting, I’d often 
notice people looking around, spotting me and then instantly doing something on their phones. 
One such instance was when I was driving in Lake Arrowhead looking for Chinese food. | was 
pulled over acrass the street from a bar looking at my GPS when a bartender or server walked 
out of the bar looking around with her phone in hand. She’d be texting (I presume} and then 


we'd make eye contact. While she was originally smoking a cigarette sitting down, she’d then 
stand up, casually look away and start playing with her hair while typing furiously back into her 
phone. In the early morning, I’d go to the main shopping center to observe the wildlife and 
scenic views. One time | was smoking a cigarette looking out into the lake when I noticed an 
older, very nice couple walking casually behind me. When I turned around after looking at the 
view, the woman nearly jumped out of her skin as she fumbled to lower her phone down, 
pretending to be interested in something behind her although there was nothing but a closed 
dance studio. 


-Griffith Park 


After my awakening, | started going out to reconnect with nature more often and Griffith Park 
was one of the places | frequented most. I remember the first time | went for a night hike, I saw 
two coyotes” right behind me on the trail. Another time, | was hiking on a trail and something 
flashed right in front of me before thundering into the brush. My brain couldn’t recognize it at 
first and went through a progression of thinking it was a really big dog, then maybe a cow, before 
finally coming to the conclusion that it was a deer! 1 was so bewildered I had to turn around and 
ask the couple behind me if they had seen it too, to which they replied yes, equally as shocked 
as | was. | was delighted to see a skunk meandering on a trail once too. Anyway, there was a time 
when a camera crew was filming something at the popular vantage point on the trail by the golf 
course. | could again, just perceive the looks they gave me as that of interest and just as I 
expected, out of the corner of my eye, I saw one of them squat down behind their cars to take a 
picture of me. Another time while trying to meditate, | heard some foot steps approaching that 
suddenly faded away. | couldn’t concentrate because of the distraction and stood up to stretch 
when I turned around to see a girl hurriedly trying to hide her phone. She seemed to have come 
up with her parents who seemed a little surprised | had caught her in mid-meditation. The only 
other thing that stands out to me is when | was finished on the trail and walking down the main 
street back towards my car. | saw a lovely family eating at the playground. The husband looked 
up and as we made eye contact, said something to his family as he averted his gaze. His little girl 
turned around with the biggest, most curious eyes to look at me as well, but the father sternly 
said “Hey!” at her, as if scolding her not to look at me. Thankfully, it seems the little ane didn’t 
really care too much, but ever since that day, | haven’t stopped regretting giving all those scowls 
| had given in the beginning. The last thing | would ever want is for children to think that | was 
some sort of grump that shouldn’t be approached. 


-Apex Legends 


| used to play Apex Legends quite a bit, but without a mic. One day, | was partied with two 
others as usual when one of them suddenly says over voice chat “Hey Spoikle!” followed by a 
“What’s up man!” from his friend. I casually just typed “Huh?” in chat when they responded with 
a “Hey man, you're a legend!” with something equally as flattering by his friend. Once the game 
started they started throwing me their level 1 armors, guns and ammo, to which I quickly asked 
them not to. This wasn’t a game | was actually good at like Counter-Strike, so I was quite taken 
aback. They both sent me friend invites, but | was so spooked | didn’t accept, which I regret 
heavily. That might have been the most flattering thing that has ever happened to me. It was at a 
time when | was starting to question things, but once again, the Universe came through. 


-The Homeless Woman 


One day | was waiting on a Chinese food order and walking around the parking lot when 1 
noticed a homeless woman sitting on the sidewalk. As | got near to her, I could hear her talking 
to herself (as far as I could tell). When | was close enough to hear, ł heard her say “...he’s like 


someone famous or something, but we're not supposed to look at him.” 
-The Marijuana Clinic 


Because I had been so dependent on marijuana for my entire adult life, when all of this started 
happening I couldn’t quite get myself to quit yet, although | knew i would have to eventually. 
Before, | used to smoke and just spiral down a negative feedback loop of useless and 
unproductive thoughts, but after my awakening, | realized | could actually enjoy smoking like t 
used to when I was younger. Truth be told, that quickly went away and even though all of these 
amazing things were happening to me, | started reverting back and using marijuana as a crutch. | 
do plan on stopping once and for all, as | know it is important to shed any Earthly attachments in 
order to reach our full potentials. Interestingly, when I went to the clinic, I also started noticing a 
lot of laoks and the workers would often say things to me or each other hinting that they knew 
something. There is no smoking gun type of instance that would convince anyone, but so many 
little instances that left no doubt in my mind. Lots of conversations about music and such. | went 
to an arcade on Vermont once and started messing with the Jukebox. It was on a Friday, so | 
selected the song “This Is How We Do It,” by Montell Jordan. 1 hit start but the song wouldn’t 
play for some reason. After a few seconds, I hit the start button again and right then and there 
the music kicked in with a “This is how we do itttt.” When I turned around, some people were 
looking at me. The next day ! went to the clinic and the warkers would be talking about music. 
One of the girls asked her coworker “What’s that song that starts with this is how we do it 
again?” rather loudly so | could hear while glancing my way. I nonchalantly looked the other way 
and met the gaze of the security guard. Still thinking other people could hear my thoughts, | 
started singing the song in my head and the guard just happened to give me a big chuckle. I’m 
sure he couldn’t hear my singing, but must’ve realized that | was thinking something in reference 
to the girl’s question about the song. 


-The Prostitutes 


| was very stressed out in the beginning stages, thinking | had to be perfect and to set a flawless 
example. This took a really hard to toll on me until one day, | went to get coffee and started 
making small talk with the server. I was telling him about how I was on break and he told me 
very seriously “Hey man, you should really take this time to relax and enjoy yourself.” | then 
realized that this was another message. A message that | was putting way to much pressure on 
myself and rushing to achieve a standard which was not healthy. Therefore after a long break, I 
decided to go check out the track. The first woman | picked up started messing with her phone. | 
asked her what she was doing and she hesitantly admitted she trying to get on snap chat with a 
guilty smile. | told her to please stop and she did. The second woman | picked up kept giving me 
unsure looks. For some reason | felt compelled to tell her that | know this may seem immoral, 
but if we were being judged by someone, considering the current state of society, I think they 
would understand. She then proceeded to cry and asked to be taken back and even left my 
money in the car. Another time, | was shooting the breeze with a woman, when she suddenly 
asked “So, are you one of those smart guys?” We were making very mundane small talk so that 
question felt like it was coming out of left field. 


-Sister Maria 


In the very early stages, | went to St. John of God’s home for the elderly to visit my grandfather. 
Before going up to his room, | wandered around the first floor observing the symbolism within 
the artwork. As I neared the chapel, a lovely nun, very petite, with many wrinkles of wisdom and 
creases from smiling so much over the years approached me to say hella. At one point she asked 
me where I was from and I told her that | was born here in LA and she seemed to be delighted 


for some reason and explained that she had thought that I came from somewhere far away. She 
also seemed to be surprised and bit contemplative when | told her that my name was Chris. As 
we were chatting, ! think she sensed my dislike for the Church and to my surprise, told me that 
many priests were running into the mountains to seek forgiveness. That brought me a lot of 
peace and she eventually made me promise to come to mass the next week. After mass, she 
pulled me aside and introduced me to a Brother. For some reason, she again told him that | was 
from Los Angeles and not somewhere far away, as if the latter was important. | thought was a 
little strange. She then, somewhat jokingly, said “maybe Chris could help with Brother’s 
problem”. The way she said it was a bit strange though, almost in a mischievous type manner. 
Not in a negative way, but a little tongue in cheek. She didn’t elaborate and the Brother didn’t 
reply either, although | could sense some kind of guilt from him. She later gave me a book, “The 
to her. The cover was fading and pages were falling out of the spine that she had taped multiple 
times over along with a picture of the Virgin Mary pasted to the back of the cover". This was 
when I was studying the Book of Revelations and she was very interested in what I had to say 
and made me promise to bring her back some reading materials. | brought some internet articles 
| had found along with something Saturn was doing during that time and | couldn’t believe how 
grateful and appreciative she was so | later brought her a rack I had brought back from 
Medugorje. Every time she saw me, she would thank me again profusely and tell me that she 
prayed for me every night while holding the rock in her hands. Without a doubt, she was also a 
figure that fell under the heading of Campbell’s “Supernatural Aid” 


-The Book Store 


| usually go to the Last Book Store, but decided to visit a small, boutique bookstore on the way to 
Griffith Park. While walking towards the shop, two people holding clipboards got my attention 
and asked if I knew about the current events in Syria. They were working for a cause, spreading 
awareness and asking for donations to help support the citizens caught in the cross-fire of a 
proxy war. The guy opened up by first asking me “Hey, you know who you look like?” F got rather 
excited thinking I was finally going to get some more information, but when I gave hima 
quizzical look, | noticed the gears in his head spin for a second before hesitantly following up 
with “A really nice guy,” which felt like a peculiar response. While he was telling me about Syria, | 
noticed the woman who was with him was no longer near us. | turned around and she was doing 
a video chat with someone on her phone with her back turned towards me. 


{Because of people like John Lang of Fresno, I was very suspicious of LE at first 

2Bluffing was my bread and butter in poker 

3Thank you to the angel with the circle tattoo! 

4After dabbling in Coptic Christianity, Christianity of antiquity, Unitarianism, etc. 

5Eventually I learned that this was no different than the tribal chanting and dancing that Shamans do 

GSome people stole this name I made up and drew some ponies online. That’s not me. The name was inspired by 
Dumble and Mr. Sticky Bee from Salamandastron by Brian Jacques. 

7I too actually had to consider the possibility of having tiger blood, dragon blood, ete., in me 

BI just want to take this time to say that I am very sorry to you all! It was a lot for me to deal with and although I’ve 
been able to make sense of most things and am more comfortable with myself, 1 can still sense that people are 
very hesitant to look my way, let alone approach me and that is the last thing that I would ever want when my 
life’s ambition is to help people. 

ier -opp jeamed it was important not to take things too seriously, although I must say that treating things 

with a Sense‘of humor did come rather naturally 

30Reminded me of Carlos Castaneda 

ULater | found a book called “Paranormal People,” and was surprised to see a chapter on St. Therese 
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Preface IV: The Winter Solstice 2018 


The Winter Solstice (2018) 


That’s when all the inexplicable, paranormal or for lack of a better word, miraculous, things 
started happening to me. First of all, |I əm a huge music fan and truly consider lyrics to be a form 
of modern day prose. The ancient Greeks referred to the Muses as divine spirits of inspiration for 
literature, music and art. Considering how music employs both literature and music along with 
art in album covers and music videos, I feel like twas able to connect with the real artists who 
truly instilled divine inspiration into their craft. My mother once told me how others would read 
the bible and suddenly receive a message or insight even though it was a passage they had read 
multiple times before and I feel that is exactly what happened to me with music (and books and 
movies). As | would sit at home listening to Spotify on random, I would start receiving messages 
from the music | was listening to. Although it was set to random, the right song would play at 
just the right time. Whatever thought | had in my head, the music would somehow address it or 
be related to the subject that | was thinking about it. As if that wasn’t enough, the songs my 
friends were listening to would also somehow coincide to what was being played on my end and 
even give me guidance or answer my thoughts in some way. Even though i had listened to a lot 
of these songs for many years, the meanings I grasped from the same lines or verses I had heard 
so many times before were perceived differently this time around. Once I broke away from the 
mainstream radio hits and dug deeper into some of the lesser known songs of artists that | 
admired, | felt like | had struck gold and found so many uplifting songs that contrasted so heavily 
with the poison we're constantly being blasted with on the radia: Reassessing the names of 
albums, titles of songs and symbolism in album covers was a big part of it too. One time, I'd be 
standing in line at the supermarket reading a magazine and the song on the radio would be 
something about standing in line reading a magazine. Lyrics coinciding to my movement and 
surroundings was very frequent. When driving during this time, the signal lights would often 
turn green right in tune with my music as a verse ended and it went to the chorus. I’d often load 
up a new playlist with songs | had never heard before going to the rooftop to smoke. When | got 
there, oftentimes it seemed like the birds would be flying in sync to the music. They would float 
gently during the verse and then start swooping around as the chorus kicked in as if they were 
dancing with the music along with me. | was later quite surprised to learn that one of the 7 
Hermetic principles (Kyballian) is “rhythms. 


Secondly, | started going on walks for the first time in decades. Because | was so accustomed to 
staring at a monitor or a TV screen, it was hard for me to just walk and observe things without 
focusing on a particular object in my field of vision. That’s when I started noticing the birds for 
the first time, which | liken to Plato’s Allegory of the Cave where the prisoner first leaves the cave 
and is blinded by the sunlight and bedazzled by the beauty of the flowers, stars, trees and 
animals. | would observe them as if | hadn’t seen a real bird in my life. As | admired them on my 
walks, | noticed that once in a while, they would actually crane their necks or look over their 
shoulders to look at me! | entertained that thought for a bit, but couldn’t help to start 
wondering and hoping if there would be any way that they could be my friends. In short, | 
started to believe’. Slowly, but surely, more and more would start flying directly over my head, 
especially the ravens who would caw gently when passing by or the shorebirds who would stop 
and circle a few times before continuing to their migratory destinations. | soon noticed that the 
pigeons would also all suddenly take flight when making eye contact and haver in circles above 


me a few times before settling back down. Eventually, | even started noticing falcons and eagles 
circling the skies above me. One time | almost fell out of my chair when I looked outside my 
window and saw what looked like a turkey perched above the apartment building across the 
street, not realizing it was a golden eagle! Another cool instance is after | had read Michael 
Crichton’s “Travels:,” only to search online and realize that he had already passed on. A raven 
passed right by my window and gave a loud, yet comforting caw. All of this would occur by my 
house, but eventually | would notice the same when going to the beach, the mountains or even 
driving on the road. Out of all the things 1 had seen, the one event that will forever be ingrained 
in my memory is what I refer to as the day of the “bird tornado.” I was circling the block, when 
suddenly | found myself surrounded by 60 to 90 sparrows and\or wrens. They were flying all 
around me. Some so close | could have reached up or extended my arms and grabbed them. The 
only thing I could hear was raucous chirping and the fluttering of wings all around me. | was in 
such a daze at the time because of all the metaphysical things happening that I didn’t think 
much of it, but as | crossed the intersection | realized that the street was packed 3-5 cars deep 
on each side. 


Third, | kept receiving signs from the Universe to the paint where | was 100% convinced that 
there was some sort of group of people who were physically watching and helping me by 
knowing where | would go and rearranging certain items, playing a certain song when I arrived 
to guide me, etc. After reading Jung, | now realized that this was the definition of synchronicity: 
but I was still learning at the time and convinced without a doubt that I was being helped by 
some mysterious group of protagonists here in the physical realm. The most memorable time 
was when I was going to meet my sister for lunch. This was when | had first been given signs that 
my uncle was my real father. | was exiting and thinking about how | was going to bring up my 
true lineage with my sister when a firetruck rolled by with the number 291. My uncle’s name in 
Korean, written in numbers (as it’s pronounced) is 291. 2 being the “yi” or “ee” sound. At the 
time, | was convinced that the firemen knew about my situation and were aiding me. Back in 
June of 2018 after | had seen the video that changed my life, I called my sister the next morning 
to share and discuss what I had seen. She wasn’t impressed and as our conversation started 
escalating into a heated argument, she suddenly mentioned that she saw 2 doves flying while 
she was on the freeway. At the time, the thought that the doves were a sign fluttered through 
my mind for a second, but | quickly brushed it off as ! wasn’t aware of the true meaning of signs 
until now». Another instance was when | first went to the book store and while waiting in line 
casually glanced at the bookcase behind me, only to see a book with it’s cover showing while all 
the other books were shelved properly. Low and behold, that book was exactly what I wanted. It 
was about hip-hop and poetry when | was still so immersed in lyrics. Now some of these might 
seem like simple coincidences or examples of confirmation bias, but this was happening to me 
everyday, everywhere | went. Even sitting at home and watching TV, the questions on Jeopardy: 
or the skits on Who’s Line is it Anyway would all address a question | had, be related to 
something ! studied or and even be a premonition for something that would happen in the next 
day of two. İn the beginning, while trying to make séensé of everything after being indoctrinated 
by Western pop culture and institutionalized dogmas in regards to anything paranormal, | had to 
logically think about and eventually dismiss the idea that I was a time traveler (for the most 
part), in an inception like dream, in a coma, purgatory, etc., among thousands of other wild 
thoughts. 


Because of all the aforementioned events, | was convinced that somehow everyone could nat 
only somehow see and listen to what | was doing an my phone and computer. Because it 
seemed like the Universe kept physically responding to my thoughts in one way or another, | 
thought that others could hear my own thoughts as well. When | first went on walks, I would 
always wear my headphones listening to music with an insightful message (Rakim, Lupe, Logic, 


etc) fully believing that others could also hear what I was listening to. As a result, simply because 
| believed, | think something else paranormal happened involving electro-magnetic frequencies, 
although | have no proof and am not certain. Eventually, | ended up going to a bar alone for the 
first time in my life, to put out some feelers and try and get a read on other people. | sat at the 
bar and was waiting for a drink when a bartender came up to me and asked “What would you 
like, it’s not like | can read your mind.” As | mentioned before, | am certain that the Universe can 
guide us and speak to us in many different ways, but because my internal dialogue was so loud 
and disorienting, | realized | never even had a chance to truly listen. 


My late cousin Kris who passed a few years before was a DJ. Studying mediumship and spiritualism later only 
confirmed my suspicions, which I will get into later. 

2Kanye talks about how all the heavy 308 bass songs are actually aimed to stimulate our lowest Chakra, the sex 
Chakra in his interview with Letterman on NetFlix 

3XXXTentacion also spoke about how music frequencies can be manipulated to stimulate the human psyche for 
better or for worse. ie. 432hz versus 440hz, He was murdered at 20 for speaking the truth 

4After Jung, the teachings of Enoch aka Hermes Trismegistus aka Thoth the Atlantean aka Mercury aka Metaton was 
the next layer to be built upon, ay the teachings of the Existentialists 

SAlong with The Chronicles of Narnia, Brian Jacques novels were a huge influence as a child 

6Probably my #1 favorite non-fiction novel of all time, next to Edgar Mitchell’s “The Way of the Explorer” 

71 later learned that Kakshi’s move from Naruto, Jjidori, meant “The sound of a thousand birds,” in Japanese 

8My favorite subject in school was statistics and I spent a lot of time with fantasy sports, stacks and sports betting, 
thus very familiar with trends, probability, statistical anomalies, etc. 

Queue “The Sign,” by Ace of Base and “Sign” by Nujabes 

10One of the most memorable times was when I started spiraling back dawn a negative feedback loop of useless 
thoughts and quickly snapped myself out of it. Right on queue the contestant on Jeopardy answered: “What is 
Manifest Destiny?” 

J\In Spanish, “to think” translates directly to “to create” 


nl Views: 132 
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Preface Ill: Step 3 - Supernatural Aid 


Supernatural Aid 


Because of my addictions and a non-existent social life, as you can imagine, t was starting to 
develop some quirky behavioral tendencies. | soon realized that everyone at my company knew 


cooler. I was “that guy,” at the office. | still had friends there and most of my coworkers were 
polite, but once | realized that everyone knew, although | had thought about it from time to 
time, | started truly weighing suicide. Thankfully, what t had seen in June 2018 quickly put those 
thoughts to rest once and for all. 


One of my workers kept accusing me of starting at his screen and reading his emails and chats. 
We sat in a 4 unit cubicle setup and he sat right behind me. The office environment was very 
nice and there were a lot of windows where one could see another’s reflection. This weirded me 
out a little bit, constantly being within someone’s tine of sight, so l’d try to avert my gaze as 
much as possible and that is probably what lead my coworker into thinking | was trying to avoid 
being caught looking at his screen, Eye contact was really weird for me at the time. Most times 


when speaking with coworkers, I’d advert my gaze awkwardly and look at something near them 
and that probably attributed to the misunderstanding as well. | tried calling him a couple of 
times to explain that i wasn’t looking at his screen and to try and explain why he might think 
that, but he’d constantly deny he ever thought that. Yet at work the next day, he would do or say 
something to try and hint to me not to look at his screen. On top of that, we eventually hired a 
new manager and new employees, and this coworker basically warned the rest of the team that 
| was always spying on people working, which seemed likely to them considering he also told 
them about my pornography addiction. 


To make things worse, he was my senior at work and all seniors had access to their subordinate’s 
office emails, chats, phone calls and texts. Considering | solely used a company phone, this made 
things that much worse. Knowing our supervisors would also be monitoring us’, he would go out 
of his way to make it seem like he was my best friend on paper, yet continually make snide 
remarks and gossip with our teammates just loud enough so I could hear, etc. Our new manager 
had a really bad case of impostor syndrome and was so eager to be liked by everyone that he 
bought my cowarker’s act hook, line, and sinker and was convinced without a reason of a doubt 
that | was the one with a problem and reported to upper management accordingly. Being gas 
lighted is very stressful, especially when one is on a straight path to recovery, so | snapped and 
wrote the owner of the company a letter that was not received well, although | will be the first 
to admit it was written very immaturely and poorly. My cognitive abilities were still shot at the 
time? and | was unable to properly convey what I wanted to say. As a result, | was told to take a 
leave from work and to speak to a EAP specialist. The EAP’s psychologist believed me and 
cleared me of any psychological issues but recommended I see a therapist of my choosing to 
help deal with my high stress levels and anxious behavior from the toxic work environment, 
which I gladly did. 


That changed my life and set the wheels in motion for a reconnection back to The Source. I’m 
pretty sure the therapist | found (a Ph.D with her own private practice who’s business consisted 
of 80%+ non-insurance patients), was a messenger\teacher\guide: in disguise. They say that God 
often speaks to us through others and I have no doubt that my therapist was a testament of that 
saying. The crazy thing is, she didn’t really tell me what to do, what to read, or how to change my 
thoughts so much as simply listening and asking me questions, helping me to work and figure 
out things on my own. If | remember correctly, I learned there are three different types of 
practical methods for psychologists: cognitive behavioral therapy:, psychoanalysis and existential 
humanistic therapy. My psychologist’s method was the latter, insisting that things like heavy 
psychoanalysis were not necessary for most. She took more of a Jungian approach.: 


A big reason why therapy was so helpful is because | was surrounded by family, friends, 
coworkers and managers who would constantly tell me | was wrong about this or that, making 
me question my intuition, but to have someone with my therapist’s level of education constantly 
affirming my thoughts and even being impressed by my thought processes was the reassurance 
that | didn’t know that | needed. She would be absolutely delighted when I would came to our 
next session ready to discuss Existential concepts such as the absurd and facticity. In addition, it 
was almost as if she could read my mind (sometimes it felt like | could read hers), although she 
must've been well-trained in reading body language and facial expressions as a Ph.D as well. One 
time ł had texted her that | wouldn't be able to make it to our appointment that day. She texted 
me back that it was OK but to be sure to “listen to your other messages.” I had only seen her 
maybe 4-5 times, but just the first few sessions were enough for me to put all the incessant 
negative voices to rest, so that I could actually start having (receiving) new profound thoughts 
and insights. The title of this section is in reference to Step 3 of the great Joseph Campbell’s 
Journey of the Hero. My teacher’s name was Dr. Aslan and there was even an iron lamppost 


outside of her building:. 


1Quis custodiet ipsos custodes? 

2Thank k goodness for neuroplasticity! 

3Aes Sedai 

4l sensed a bit of disdain about CBT as she mentioned that this was the most funded method 

5Cari Jung’s work proved to be the framework for my intellectual growth 
“Miehs know and trust, and the ageless guardians will appear” ~ Joseph Campbell 
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Preface Il: June 2018 


June 2018 


At this point after researching all of the darkness that | never knew existed, | found myself in a 
near hopeless state of despair. | tried ta share these things with my family and friends to shed 
some awareness, but was met with absolute indifference. To be fair, t had shed contact with 
most of my “friends” after realizing that not only did we not have much in common, but upon 
seeing that most were the gossiping, condescending, chauvinistic types. The types to constantly 
try and assert some sort of dominance in an attempt to mask their own insecurities, without 
realizing that that was the very definition of toxic masculinity. Before | was aware of that 
paradigm, ! often wondered if | was the one with the problem, although I will be first to admit 
that | could be an ass or an insufferable know it all at times:. Anyway, | now realize that the 
reason | was met with such indifference was because of concepts such as cognitive dissonance, 
the Dunder Krueger effect, ego and what I call a Napoleonic complex of intellect’. The last 
thought { had before falling asleep every night was desperately wondering how I could possibly 
get people to listen, to get people to open their minds. | would read yet another sick article 
about the wrongdoings happening all around us, turn off my phone, close my eyes and wonder if 
a “God” truly existed’. 


Then one day, | saw something that gave me hope and reignited the fire within me that had 
been dwindling down to the last of it’s embers. | cried profusely for the first time in many years 
and had to take the next day off of work to continue researching what | had seen, a light 
illuminating through the shadows. The best way I can describe this is in reference to C.S. Lewis’ 
The Journey of the Dawn Treader. Like Lucy, i felt like | had seen the albatross and was eventually 
led out of the island of darkness. i instantly overcame my cocaine and pornography addiction 
and stopped masturbating altogether: | had read a little about the benefits of the “no fap” 
movement and “semen retention,” but didn’t fully understand until tater the importance of 
celibacy, tantra, brahmacarya and their roles in clearing out sacral Chakra blockages to initiate 
the uprising flow of Kundalini energies. Although marijuana, gambling and computer games 
were still in the picture, I figured it was a marathon and not a race. 


Coincidentally, | pasted what | had seen on Facebook the next day and someone who | went to 
school with for 9 years that | hadn’t spoken more than 100 words with chimed in. She was just 
curiously intrigued, but that eventually led to her asking me if | was a rH- blood type. After 


dabbling in some of the more esoteric information: surrounding rH-, | soon realized that the 
physical and mental archetypes fit me to a tee. Because of this, | was led on a path to research 
psychic phenomenon, parapsychology, metaphysics, noetics, ESP, etc., which f later learned 
aligned perfectly with the concept of the Divine Feminine. I realized that my intuition was always 
spot on about so many things throughout the years, but | was constantly being lied to my various 
people, even thase that called themselves family or friends. Learning about my blood type gave 
me the reassurance that | needed to fully believe in myself when others were constantly trying 
to bring me down and | felt like my third eye had been pried wide open’. After 33 years of not 
suspecting a single thing, | learned that my true birth father was my father’s younger brother’. 
That explained so much, but | digress. 


2*It’s easier to fool people than to convince them they have been fooled” — Mark Twain 

3Like Eckhart Tolle, I also have developed a strong disliking to the term “God,” because it has been sa bastardized 

~ and anthropomorphized through institutionalized religions and dogmas, but will continue to interchange it with 
terms such as Source, Gad-consciousness, Brahman, the Universe, the All, etc. 

4Restraint from temptation was drained from both nuts\Heh, now in the physical form\Verbalized through the 
scriptures, I was biblically born — AZ, “The Format” 

5Supposedly O negatives are prone to having more psychic abilities innately 

5I was also careful not to drink fluoridated water, cut fast food, dairy, meat, etc., while starting ta meditate daily 

7P ve yet to know who my real mother is, but suspect she passed during my birth due to my blood type 
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Preface I: 2003 - May 2018 


2003 — June 2018 


Before | get into the meat of it all, | feel it will be worthwhile to get quick glimpse into my past in 
order to get a better understanding of how all of this came to fruition, ! graduated high school in 
2003 and quickly dropped out of college. Back at home, | soon became addicted to gambling, 
marijuana’ and video games, and that was the bane of my existence day in and day out for many 
years. Although | was already a little depressed and anxious because of my pectus excavactatum 
and marfan syndrome:, the marijuana addiction exacerbated those issues more than ten fold 
and that led me spiraling down a path of self destruction. Coupled with a tendency to watch too 
much pornography along with regular masturbation:, | was drained of my soul force essentially 
giving up my life energy to the void days on end. After a decade of living life like a zombie, I felt | 
had enough and decided to quit marijuana by switching to another drug, Prozac. At the time I, 
like most others, believed the pharmaceutical and medical professionals were out for the 


realized that SSRIs did absolutely nothing except make one feel somewhat content in a state 
where one doesn’t want to be:. | was unable to quit my marijuana addiction. Furthermore, I 
eventually developed an addiction to cocaine and my tendencies towards pornography and 
prostitutes turned into full blown addictions. It got so bad, most weekends | would do cacaine 


and start watching porn in the evenings, non-stop, without getting up from the chair once, 
sometimes until as late as 9:00 AM the next day. Other days I would circle the track for hours 
and hours looking for prostitutes, sometimes driving for 4+ hours straight, only to return home 
to watch pornography. The site | would visit consisted of streamers, similar to Twitch, where one 
could interact and tip the broadcasters. That made it that much more addicting and dangerous. 
Once | got home fram work on Fridays, | would hole up for the entire weekend, without a 
minute of social interaction and come into work on Monday with bedsores and my voice raspy 
and coarse from not having spoken a single word in over 72 hours. In my self imposed isolation, | 
would go over 6 months without contact with a single family member or friend. Most days | 
would get food delivered and would even go so far as to have cigarettes, chips and soda 
delivered even though a liquor store was less than a hundred steps away. I was able to stay sober 
from cocaine during the work week, a “functioning” addict if you will, but marijuana, computer 
games, fantasy sports and sports betting was still a part of my daily routine after t ended work 
until | fell asleep. 


Right before sleep, | would browse Reddit. Reddit once was actually a legitimate site as Aaron 
Schwartz had intended in the beginning that gave people an opportunity to truly connect from 
all parts of the world and share information, but after his demise, it quickly became yet another 
platform submersed in botting, advertising, propaganda and social engineering. Browning Reddit 
in the early stages led me to develop an interest in what is commonly referred to as “conspiracy 
theories.” | hate this term because it was actually a term coined by the CIA to label anybody who 
questioned the official narrative as a nutcase’. We prefer the term “truth seeker” as opposed to 
a “conspiracy theorist,” but for the sake of conversation will continue to refer to them as 
conspiracy theories. If | remember correctly, looking into 9/11 is what started it all. After 
spending countless hours researching, | am 100% convinced, beyond any reasonable doubt, that 
9/11 was an inside job perpetrated by our own government. They knew Pearl Harbor was 
coming but let it happen to raise support for WWII. Similarly, they fabricated the Gulk of Tonkin 
incident to get us to back the Vietnam War. 9/11 was an amalgamation of both. All of those 
events were false flags’. Eventually one of my friends turned me onto Sandy Hook. I learned that 
nobody died at SH and it was all a farce to try and push the general population towards stricter 
gun control laws among a few other things. Right about this time, the Las Vegas shooting 
happened and after learning what happened with all the other false flags, | watched the 
developing story like a hawk. The same night of the event I was having discussions on forums 
while listening to a feed of the LVPD radio transmissions trying to see what really happened and 
realized there was more to the story than what the MSM was giving’. 


Having said all that, the one thing that I learned that changed the very fabric of my existence 
was Pizzagate. Again, | will share everything that | have learned that will easily prove to anyone 
that Pizzagate is real a little further down the line. In a nutshell, | was able to see, without a 
reason of doubt, that a lot of the celebrities that we idolize, politicians that we trust and 
religious leaders that we look to for guidance are involved in pedophilia. As if that isn’t sick 
enough, these “people” are also Satanists and murder young, innocent children as sacrifices to 
their idols such as Moloch. It gets worse. Before killing our children these demons purposely 
traumatize them first to instill enough fear for their glands to excrete something called 
Adrenochrome, which those in power then consume as it supposedly has regenerative 
properties. An elixir of life if you will for the deviants that blindly, desperately seek immortality. 
The main stream media and companies like Google are all part of the system:. All these 
debunking and fact checking sites are nothing but prime examples of Orwell’s Thought Police. 
We're constantly being memory holed”, yet most of the general population are none the wiser. 
They took human psychology and literally weaponized it to “program” the general population, 
first by using our radios to broad cast, then our Tell-A-Visions to channel different forms of 


programming. Things only got worse with the advent of the Ether-net and World Wide Web as 
our psyches and soul force became ensnared through pornography, games and social media 
while constantly being fed propaganda via our news feeds. 


1Huxley’s Soma along with other narcotics, opiates, alcohol and especially prescription medication. 

2Marfan\martian 

3Growing up watching movies like American Pie, Something About Mary and listening to Dr. Drew (now I realize 
he’s a quack) on Loveline, | was convinced that masturbation was completely “narmal” 

AJim Carrey also said the exact same thing about his experience with Prozac. 

5“Functioning” at a bare minimum, ie., a Zombie 

6The term originated dwing the Watergate scandal or JFK assassination and the negative connotation quickly made 
into the contemporary lexicon through programs such as Operation Paperclip 

7I will eventually share all of the information T have gathered for this and all ather tapics 

§The name Paddock itself was interesting. The concert goers were entrapped in pen like enclosures 

5The movie “They Live,” is a perfect example of this 

10Zach Vorhies said it best. “The fascists a yesterday used to burn books. The fascists of today burn bits” 
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